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Author's Notes: 
Thanks for the read, varenoeal 


Here it is, at last: my first story. 


Nothing. A commercial with some suburban housewife standing in her living room..the closing credits for a 
movie I'd missed..a burst of canned laughter from a show I'd seen before..nothing was on. | ended up sitting 
through some demonstration involving kitchen knives that could cut through carpet, sheet metal, telephone 


cords, and finally tomatoes. Hotel TV, | figured. 


My thoughts wandered. Eleven-thirty tonight, the scrawl read. My room | figured from the note that Paul was 
up to something, and had even had the grace to warn me beforehand. Which didn't make it a complete 
surprise..more like a puzzle, actually. Then again, | happen to like puzzles, especially ones that involve that dear 


little devil. They tend to end with what we call "a good time". 


| was tuning out the announcer's voice-and growing roots like a good little couch potato-while he was out of 
the room. 

Bang! Bang! Bang-bang-bang! Eleven-thirty..right on time. | opened the door. He was wearing khaki: shorts, vest, 
and..a pith helmet. | stifled my laughter. "Hey, what a surprise." The TV chattered as background noise. 


He showed me a water pistol, looking up at me with that damn twinkle he gets when he's about to short-sheet 
your bed or put K-Y in your shampoo bottle. "Here we are, on the plains of the Serengeti, in search of the 
elusive wild cheetah." He bounced around, making a show of peeking in drawers and checking under the bed, 


before coming back to point the water pistol at my chest. "Gotcha" 


| let him play his game. My throat had gone as dry as the plains he'd mentioned, though, and | swallowed. "Hey, 
Ill be right back" This cheetah was going to the watering hole--in my case, the cup by the bathroom sink. 


| started to get ideas as | drank, flashes behind my eyes of things | wanted to make happen, and they all 
regarded that little hunter and.oh, yeah. | would slink out of that bathroom on all fours like the feline he was 


chasing, pounce on my unsuspecting meal, and.. 


I'd give him a wild animal. 


"You wanted to play, baby?" The words came in a rush. The helmet and pistol landed by the bed, followed by 
the vest. 


"Shhh. The cheetah needs time to stalk its prey." Stalk? Oh, yeah. | prowled around him, brushing my cheek 
against his legs. The front of my jeans filled out. 


"Wow-~good look for you--you know, on your knees like that." 


| purred and kept nuzzling him, completely conscious of the effect | had. He'd let me be the predator, and damn 
if | wasn't going to play the role and make him my meal. | rose and put my hands out like paws, looking up at 
him. Something snapped in my chest at the sight of those dark eyes beaming, though, and | almost came 


undone before | pounced. The urge to touch, to feel, surged in my veins. "You're mine tonight" 


"Uh-huh." 


| forgot the TV was still on, so | crawled over and shut it off, then | forgot that we'd tumbled onto a carpet 
that ended up doing a number on my elbows..well, hell. | had other things on my mind--feeling him breathe, for 
example. | closed my eyes just to try to hold in everything that was about to burst out of my skull 


His hands were roaming around on my back, pulling at my polo shirt, slipping under it.sliding around on my 
skin.and | lost it. Something possessed me, something that wanted nothing more than to devour him whole; | 
started with nips to his neck, in true predator style--and then he pulled me in and we butted heads at the lips. 


| pulled back and growled. He wanted to play rough? Me, too. He humped my leg like a dog while | invaded his 
mouth. The world compressed itself into motions, noises, tastes, sensations--the hand on my head, the carpet 
against my arms. 

It ended too soon "You wanna get on the bed with me?" The words brushed up against my ear. 

"Nah. l'm gonna leave you here like this. OF course I'll get up on the bed with you." 

"Ive got condoms." 

"Where are they?" | stood up, and he pointed to a dresser. 

"Top drawer, under the boxers. Grab the lube while you're at it" 

| found them, along with a plastic bottle. "You sneaky little son of a bitch." 

He slid out of his shorts, and his cock bounced. "What did you expect? Ive gotten good at it over the years." 
"Okay. Make that ‘you arrogant, sneaky little son of a bitch." 

He landed on the bed, spreading himself out. "Wanna be on top or bottom?" 


| considered this. Being the predator did have its advantages, | figured. "Top." 


"Okay." He was smirking, damn it, even while his cock stood straight up. | got out of my clothes, and the smirk 
changed to a leering stare. "Give it to me." 


"You asked for it." 


| love the guy dearly, but he babbles. | don't have anything to say in those moments, but for him it's "harder" 
and "faster" and "oh, yeah, right there". | finally pounded into him to where he started screaming, then | 
stopped. | thought I'd hurt him. 


"Goddamn it! Fuck me or I'll kick your ass!" He bit one of my ripples, and | roared. 


"You know what? I'll take you up on that!" | pulled out, flipped him over onto his knees, and slid right back in 
That bite had hurt, the little fucker; | wasn't about to have him do it again. | was, however, willing to make him 


scream some more. 


Now it was "touch my prick, baby, please." and him banging his head into the wall until | pulled him down on 
the bed. | reached for his hard-on and stroked, which made thrusting into him an exercise in endurance, and 


when he finally twitched and spurted he took me along for the ride. 


| lay back and tried to get my bearings, and the next thing | knew there was this glowing little face popping up 
in my armpit. An arm stretched itself around my torso, and the snapping feeling I'd had in my chest came 
back. (Hey. | love him, you know?) 

His fingers traced swirling patterns on my skin. "I've got a question, Olli." 

Hmm" 

A grin cracked his face wide open. "Wanna do all this again?" 

"You're insatiable. You know that, right?" The only thing | wanted to do was lie back with the guy and relax. 
"Uh-huh." 

A question of my own crossed my mind. "So. Why the safari theme tonight?" 

"Well, you know how | wanted to be a hunter when | was a kid?" 


"Yeah." 


"Let's just say it took me a long time to figure out what kind of game | was after. | think | finally found it, 
though." 


"IIl second that." 


